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tears  into it before parting with it, a usage referred to by
Nejati in the last verse.

Quatrains. [102]

O kerchief, lo I send thee to yon beauty, off, away!
About thee as a fringe do 1 my eyelashes array;

I grind the pupil of mine eye l to paint thee fair and bright;
Off, thus bedecked, and look thou in the face of yonder may.

0  kerchief, take the dear one's hand, and buss her lips amene,
And buss her chin which mocks at apple and at orange sheen. 2

Should aught of dust alight upon her blessed heart and lieve,3
Fall down before her feet and buss her sandal-shoon bedene.

The kerchief has companioned with my tears of blood, I trow;
Through these a thousand kerchiefs in one hour would crimson glow.
Thou'lt company with yonder love, while I am woe for dule;

1  may no more on life aby, if fate continue so.

1  As a painter grinds his colours.

2  The chin  of a beauty is  often compared, because  of its shape, to an
apple; less often to an orange.

3  i. e. should anything vex her.